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CHAPTER |

The Word Becomes Flesh—
And Dwells Among Us

T he night is cool and turning cooler. The air smells of wood smoke,
lamp oil, and manure. Quirinius is governing Syria. Caesar Augustus
has issued a decree: “Register the world! Take a census.” Under the dom-
inating hand of Rome, men and their families scurry to their ancestral
homes to register. Jerusalem is overflowing. Bethlehem is packed.

It is dark. Past the evening meal. A young man leads a young girl rid-
ing a donkey up a small trail into Bethlehem. He is pensive. Every few
seconds, he glances over his shoulder.

The rumors have preceded them. As have the whispers. She’s pregnant
but not with his child, and to complicate matters, theyre not married. It’s
a scandal. According to Jewish law, he should put her out and she should
be stoned.

The innkeeper has had a long day. He watches warily. The tired young
man asks, “Sir, do you have a room?””’

The innkeeper shakes his head. “Full up.”

The young man strains his voice. “You know of . . . anywhere?”

The innkeeper leans on his broom handle. Half-annoyed. His patience

is thin. “Try down there. But you're wasting your time.”

* Thave written Joseph as a young man here. It’s quite possible he was an older man at this

time. How old? I don’t know. The events at the crucifixion suggest Joseph was already dead.
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The girl winces. The contractions have started. The stain on her dress
suggests her water broke. The innkeeper’s wife eyes the barn and whis-
pers, “We can make room.”

Hours later, the couple returns. The young girl is sweating. Doubled
over. The young man is frantic. The innkeeper is in bed. Upon hearing
the knock, he rises reluctantly and unlocks the door. “Son, I told you . . .”

“Please sir . . . .” He points to the young woman. “She’s bleeding.”

The innkeeper’s wife appears over his shoulder. She says nothing,
which says plenty. The innkeeper trims his wick and, for the first time,
looks into the young man’s eyes. The innkeeper gently grabs the reins
of the donkey and leads the young woman to the barn where he spreads
fresh hay to make a bed. His wife appears with a towel and some rags. She
brushes the two men out and helps the girl.

The innkeeper and the young man stand at the door of the stable—little
more than a cave carved into the rock wall. The animals seem amused at the
ruckus. The innkeeper lights his pipe. The young man shuffles nervously.

Behind them, the screams begin.

The innkeeper speaks first. “You the two everyone is talking about?”

The young man doesn’t take his eyes off the cave. “Yes sir.”

Another puff. Another cloud. “What happened:”

The young man is not quick to answer. “You wouldn’t believe me if I
told you.”

The innkeeper laughs, “I dont know. I was young once. She’s a
pretty girl.”

Another scream echoes out of the barn.

“Is the baby yours?”

The young man rubs his hands together. Calloused, muscled. They
are the hands of a stonemason.” “No, he’s not. I mean, he will be but . . .

I'm not the, well. . . .”

* Itis my opinion that Joseph, and hence Jesus, probably worked more with stone

than wood, although I'm sure they worked with both, which is why I here use the word
stonemason. I think the problem for us probably arises out of earlier translators who used the
word carpenter. I will use both interchangeably.
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The innkeeper chuckles. “You sure it’s a he?”

The young man nods. “Pretty sure.”

“You intend to marry?”

The young man glances over his shoulder. “Soon as she heals up.”

Another scream and the innkeeper changes the subject. “You here to
register?”

The young man nods.

“What family?”

“House of David.”

The innkeeper raises an eyebrow. “Good family.”

The screams have risen to a fever pitch. The young girl is out of
her mind. The innkeeper’s wife calls from the stall. Her voice trembles.
“Honey, I need some hot water.”

The innkeeper disappears and leaves the young man alone. He stands
repeating the same phrase over and over and over. “Hear, O Israel: the LORD
our God, the Lorb is one!l Hear, O Israel. . . .””

Above a star has risen. Abnormally bright.

Made Flesh

Elsewhere, in the throne room of heaven . . .

They are arranged in laser-perfect rows. Ten thousand in a row and
tens of thousands of rows. Trailing out farther than any eye can see. They
are radiant and barefooted. Every shade of skin color dressed in a sea of
brilliant white robes. Decked in glistening gold. Chiseled, elegant fea-
tures. Blond, auburn, ebony hair. The floor upon which they are dancing
is reflective. Shiny. Not a speck. Not a smudge. They stand somewhere
above ten feet tall. Many have hair to their waists. Some pulled back in
a ponytail. Their wings stretch another ten feet into the air, the tips are
almost touching. They are frozen in time, holding the same choreographed
pose each was holding when the music stopped. Along with everyone else,

they are waiting for the music to begin again and send them into the next
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movement. Right now, they are catching their breath and waiting for
orders. Heads bowed, beads of sweat drip onto the mirrored floor.

The air carries with it the fading echo of a drumbeat and the receding
sound of the concert of a million feet dancing and tapping to perfection.
It’s a powerful, penetrating rhythm felt in the depths. Several miles in the
distance, there is a bright light. Brighter than the sun. It is the most pierc-
ing and penetrating light in the history of light. The breeze created by the
angels’ wings brings with it the smell of mint, rosemary, lavender, lemon,
and eucalyptus. This place is an architectural wonder. Planes could fly in
here. A thousand planes. A river flows through the middle. A roof above.
In the distance, fiery stones.

This is the banquet hall of all banquet halls.

Rising on the air is a chorus of voices. They come from higher up.
Thundering. Declaring. Proclaiming. Pitch perfect. While each is distinct,
they layer over each other. The melody forms and rises. They are reading
from an ancient text. The acoustics are perfect and unamplified.

The first voice speaks of how He will be born of a woman. Another
states that He will come from the line of Abraham. Another, the tribe of
Judah. The House of David. Born of a virgin. Will sit on the throne of
David. An eternal throne. Emmanuel. Born in Bethlehem. Worshiped by
wise men. Presented with gifts. Called out of Egypt. Called a Nazarene.

The voices continue—He will be zealous for His father. Filled with
God’s Spirit. Heal many. Deal gently with Gentiles. Rejected by His own.
Speak in parables. Enter triumphantly into Jerusalem. Praised by little chil-
dren. A cornerstone. Perform miracles—which some would not believe.
Betrayed for thirty pieces of silver that would be used to buy a potter’s
field. A man of sorrows. Acquainted with grief. Forsaken by His own best
friends. Scourged. Spat on. Unrecognizable as a man. Crucified between
two thieves. Given vinegar to drink. His hands and feet would be pierced.
Others would gamble for and divide his clothes. Surrounded and ridiculed
by His enemies. He would thirst, commend His spirit to His Father, and
not one of His bones would be broken. Stared at in death, buried with the

rich, raised from the dead, He would ascend and become a greater high
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priest than Aaron. He would rule the heathen. A ruling scepter. Seated at
the right hand of God.

As the last word echoes off, all eyes turn toward the light several miles
in the distance where a King is seated on His throne. He is resplendent. Like
ten thousand nuclear bombs exploding over and over and over. He is mag-
nificent. Splendor indescribable. Majesty on high. El Elyon. The brightness
of the sun times ten trillion. To His right sits His Son. The very Word of God.
Broad shoulders, the spitting image. A river—crystal clear—flows from
beneath His throne. In His hand, He holds a scepter. He is radiant. Nothing
has been, is, or ever will be more perfect. He is like a jasper stone and a sar-
dius in appearance, and there is a rainbow wrapped around His throne like
an emerald. From the throne come flashes of lightning and peals of thunder.’

Layered in the air, the several-million-voice chorus rises: “Glory to
God in the highest!” The shimmering, angelic bodies below snap into uni-
son. Twirling. Tapping. Synchronized. Each dancer has six wings. Two
cover their faces. Two cover their feet. And with two more they fly. Cirque
du Soleil doesn’t hold a candle.

Voices sing out:

e “Only begotten Son.™

“Heir of all things, through whom also He made the world. And

He is the radiance of His glory and the exact representation of His

nature, and upholds all things by the word of His power.™

» “For by Him all things were created, both in the heavens and on
earth ... whether thrones or dominions or rulers or authorities—all
things have been created through Him and for Him. He is before all
things, and in Him all things hold together.™

* “He who is the blessed and only Sovereign, the King of kings and
Lord of lords, who alone possesses immortality and dwells in unap-
proachable light, whom no man has seen or can see. To Him be
honor and eternal dominion!™

¢ “He was in the beginning with God. All things were made through

Him, and without Him nothing was made that was made. In Him
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was life, and the life was the light of men. And the light shines in the
darkness, and the darkness did not comprehend it.”®

* “The Alpha and the Omega . . . who is and who was and who is to
come, the Almighty.”

e “The Amen, the Faithful and True Witness, the Beginning of the
creation of God.”"

e “The Lion that is from the tribe of Judah, the Root of David.”"!

Then the voices hush. Every angel kneels. Bowing. Face to the floor.
Twenty-four elders, each holding a harp and a bowl of incense—which are
the prayers of the saints—lie on the ground in a circle around Him having
cast their crowns at His feet.

The Son is quiet. Unassuming. No desire to draw attention. Not feeling
that equality with the King is something to be grasped. His mannerisms
are that of a dove. His presence that of a lion. His demeanor like a lamb’s.
His attraction like the bright morning star. Expressing both longing and
joy. Both tears and a smile.

He is attended by an archangel. One of three. This angel is relatively
new at his job. The other two have been here a long time. The last archangel
that had attended to Jesus was described as the “seal of perfection, full of wis-
dom and perfect in beauty.” He had been, “in Eden, the garden of God . . .
you were perfect in your ways from the day you were created, till iniquity
was found in you.”* He is also described as the “son of the morning™? and
“son of the dawn.”™ He announced the morning only to eventually grow
jealous of all the praise leveled at the Son. Wanting it, he reached up, tried
to grab it, and fell. Disguising himself as an angel of light, he led a rebellion,
and he took a third of the other angels with him. Mutiny. God the Father
would have none of it and cast the dark angel out of heaven like lightning.

Hurling him earthward where he has stirred up trouble for millennia.’

*  Itis my opinion that satan was once an archangel and that his job was to attend to Jesus.

I know people who disagree with this, and I admit I can’t prove my opinion. Nor has anyone
disproven it to my satisfaction. I cover this idea to a greater extent in a later chapter dealing
with the deepest wound of the human soul: rejection.
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After he left, the King made a new creation out of dust. His most stun-
ning to date. Made in His very image. When finished, the King pressed
His lips to the mouth of His creation and breathed in His very breath. The
ruach of God. Giving man life. Angry and envious, the rebelling angel
slithered in and took them all hostage. Kidnapped every one. Bondage.
Slavery. Mass carnage. Things are bad. The only hope is a rescue mission.
It’s why the Son has to leave. Whispers are it’s a suicide mission.

Slowly, the Son rises. It is pin-drop quiet. He places His scepter gently
in the corner of His throne. Unbuckling His sword, he leans it upright next
to the scepter. Next, He takes off His robe, folds it, and places it in the seat
He just occupied. He pulls off His linen, tasseled undershirt and places
it neatly next to his robe, folding the corners—or the kanaph, also called
“wings”—gently. Finally, He removes the ring from His finger and lifts
His crown off His brow, placing both atop His folded robe.

Save a loin cloth, the Son stands naked. His voice is the sound of many
waters. Like Niagara. Or the break at Pipeline.

God the Father rises as His Son crosses the fiery stones. The Father
hugs the Son, buries His face on His son’s cheek and kisses Him. The time
has come. On earth, the sons of Adam have lost their way. Each gone their
own way. Astray. The entire human race has been taken captive, and the
enemy is torturing them. Not one of them will survive the night. The Son
has volunteered for a rescue mission, but it’s a prisoner exchange. The
whispers are true; their freedom will cost the Son everything.

His life for theirs.

The Father holds His Son’s hands in His and tenderly touches the
center of His palm. He knows what’s coming. A tear rolls down the face of
the Ancient of Days. The Son thumbs it away. “T'll miss you.” He glances
at the earth below and hell in between. Billions of faces shine across the
timeline of history. He knows each by name. They are the “joy set before
Him.”” He turns to His Father, “I will give them Your word. And declare
to them Your Great Name.”" The Son looks with longing at His home.

Voices rise from every corner singing at the tops of their lungs. It is

the loudest singing in the history of song. “Blessing and honor and glory
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and power be to Him who sits on the throne, and to the Lamb, forever and
ever.”"” Angels bow. Brush the floor. He pats many on the shoulder. Kisses
some. Hugs others. Long-held embraces. Kids rush forward and grab His
hands as they dance in laughter-filled circles.

As He turns to leave, leaning against the two giant doors that lead out
into the Milky Way, He turns to His Father. His eyes are piercing, penetrat-
ing, inviting. He smiles, “Were going to need more rooms in this house
when I come back.” He waves His hand across the timeline, “Because I'm
bringing them with me.” The Son—whose “countenance was like the sun
shining in its strength™*—exits heaven blanketed in the singing of more
than a hundred million angels and bathed in the tears of the Father.

The Word becomes flesh, and He is gone.

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the
Word was God. He was in the beginning with God. . . . And the Word

became flesh and dwelt among us, and we beheld His glory.”

God With Us

The innkeeper returns as the cries of a baby pierce the night air. The
child’s lungs are strong. The wife clears the mucus, and the cries grow
louder. The young man exhales a breath he has been holding for a little
over nine months. The innkeeper stokes the fire in the corner and hugs
the young man. “Come!”

The hay beneath the young woman is a mess. The baby boy has
entered the world in much the same way the nation of Israel left Egypt.
Through blood and water. The animals look on. The stones cry out.*

The woman places the baby on the mother’s chest, and the two lie
exhausted. The young woman is exposed, and the young man is uncertain
as to his role. He has yet to know her. The innkeeper’s wife leads him
to the young girl’s side where he cuts the cord and then slides his hand
inside hers. His heart is racing. She is exhausted. Sweaty. The afterbirth
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arrives and the innkeeper’s wife begins cleaning the woman. The young
mother stares at the boy and hears the echo of the angel that appeared to
her some ten months ago: “He will be great, and will be called the Son
of the Highest; and the Lord God will give Him the throne of His father
David. And He will reign over the house of Jacob forever, and of His king-
dom there will be no end.”

This is a bittersweet moment because she knows well the words of
both Isaiah and the psalmist. How the Messiah will suffer. Be cursed.
Bruised. Pierced. Despised. Rejected. Oppressed. Afflicted. Cut off from
the land of the living. He will bear our griefs. Carry our sorrows. All His
bones will be out of joint. His heart will melt like wax. He will give His
back to those who will beat Him, pour out His soul unto death, bear the
sin of many . . . and become unrecognizable as a man.*

She turns to the man who did not leave her when he had every right.
The honorable man who will be her husband. She hands him the boy and
speaks His name, “Yeshua Hamashiach.”

The young father holds his son and whispers, “The Sun of Righteous-
ness shall arise with healing in His wings.””

The innkeeper and his wife stand at a distance. They can’t take their
eyes off the boy. She whispers, “Every male who opens the womb shall be
called holy to the Lorp.”** On the air above them there is an echo. Faint at
tirst, it grows louder. The innkeeper stares at heaven. The star above them is
daylight bright and casts their shadows on the ground. Finally, he can make
it out. Voices. Purest he’s ever heard. Singing at the top of their lungs: “Glory
to God in the highest, and on earth peace, goodwill toward men!”*

The innkeeper knows now. He bows low and speaks loud enough for the
young couple to hear. “The Lord Himself will give you a sign: Behold, the
virgin shall conceive and bear a Son, and shall call His name Immanuel.”*

God with us.

But not all are so inviting. In the dark night air, invisible armies draw
invisible battle lines. Forces gather. Battle plans are drawn. Even now, the
boy’s life is in danger.

Just over the next hill, beyond earshot, lies another hill. Mount Moriah.
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It is an ancient and storied place. It is the hill where Melchizedek reigned
as priest to God Most High. Where Abraham raised the knife above Isaac.
The hill where Ornan the Jebusite built his threshing floor. Where the
plague stopped. Where David danced before the Lord and returned the
ark. The hill where Solomon built the temple. And in about three decades,
forces will gather on this hill to execute this boy.

Daylight breaks the horizon, the innkeeper tends the fire, and “the
people who walked in darkness have seen a great light; those who dwelt in
the land of the shadow of death, upon them a light has shined.”” Mary wraps
Jesus tightly in swaddling clothes, lifts Him from the stone trough, and
cradles the suckling baby, “who, being in the form of God, did not consider
it robbery to be equal with God, but made Himself of no reputation, taking
the form of a bondservant, and coming in the likeness of men. And being
found in appearance as a man, He humbled Himself and became obedient.”*

Joseph kneels and presses his lips to the forehead of his son. He knows
the words by heart. Written 740 years ago, Isaiah was speaking about his
Son. About this very moment. About this improbable beginning. About
this King who stepped off His throne to become a boy who will grow
into a man and walk from this cave to that hill—and down into hell—to

ransom you and me.

For unto us a Child is born,

Unto us a Son is given;

And the government will be upon His shoulder.
And His name will be called

Wonderful, Counselor, Mighty God,

Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace.

Of the increase of His government and peace
There will be no end,

Upon the throne of David and over His kingdom,
To order it and establish it with judgment and justice
From that time forward, even forever.

The zeal of the Lorp of hosts will perform this.*
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A Proper Context

Most of us see Jesus as a long-haired, soft-spoken, pacifist, speaker of
fables, mystic guru who never lost His cool and kept His mouth shut when
the soldiers nailed Him to a tree. Nothing could be further from the truth.
Jesus was “begotten.” Not created like us. Big difference. Isaiah says, “a
Childisborn. .. a Sonis given” (9:6). Meaning, He existed before the ages.
Before the eons. We tend to focus on the baby in the manger, and I'm with
you. But in minimizing Jesus to someone we can touch and something we
can wrap our heads around, we’'ve reduced Him. Jesus was the only begot-
ten Son in the throne room before He arrived here as a child. Jesus Christ
was, is, and forever will be King of all kings.

The One who stretched out the heavens, made the stars, and calls
each by name. We forget this.

King David, speaking through the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, gave
us insight into a conversation that occurred in heaven before the founda-
tion of the world. It’s from Psalm 110—which, incidentally, is the most
quoted Old Testament verse in the New Testament. Jesus applied it to
Himself” and it’s also quoted by Peter’: “The Lorbp said to my Lord, ‘Sit
at My right hand, till I make Your enemies Your footstool.” The Lorp shall
send the rod of Your strength out of Zion. Rule in the midst of Your ene-
mies!” (Ps. 110:1-2).

A few things strike me here. First, God the Father spoke to Jesus, the
Son, and told Him to sit at His right hand. That seat of distinction has
never been given to another. It also means that Jesus ruled from the throne
room before He ever arrived here on earth. We also know from Stephen’s
speech to the high priest and leaders of the council in Acts that Jesus is still
there: “But he, being full of the Holy Spirit, gazed into heaven and saw the
glory of God, and Jesus standing at the right hand of God, and said, ‘Look!
I see the heavens opened and the Son of Man standing at the right hand of
God!"”” (Acts 7:55-56).

Second, God Most High made Jesus’ enemies a footstool beneath

Jesus’ feet. That means all of them. He is the undisputed, undefeated,
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unconquered, unvanquished King of all kings. Speaking to His disciples,
Jesus said, “If I have told you earthly things and you do not believe, how
will you believe if T tell you heavenly things? No one has ascended to
heaven but He who came down from heaven, that is, the Son of Man who
is in heaven” (John 3:12-13).

Third, Jesus rules in the midst of His enemies. If you spend time
thinking about this, it will mess with your head—and your theology.
Think about it. Name any other king anywhere who rules in the midst
of those who want him dead. Our definition of a ruler is one who drives
out his enemies. Not lives with them. The fact that Jesus does not, to me,
says much about both His power and His love—even for those who wish
Him dead.

The throne room is the epicenter of the universe. It's where the deci-
sions are made. It's where you and I were first spoken into existence. What
we know of the throne room of God can be pieced together from a couple
sources. Each adds another dimension to the picture. They are rich with
texture and layer and worth reading.*

Life in the throne room is unlike anything we’ve experienced. There’s
perfect peace, perfect love, perfect everything. There is also the absence of
fear. No anger. No judgments. No jealousies. Every bad emotion is not in
there. Everything good is. There’s no death. Only life.

Jesus gives us a peek behind that curtain when He prays to His Father
in John 17. What we call the High Priestly Prayer. It's amazing—the Son
speaking with unfettered intimacy to the Father, and we get to listen. His
deepest and most intimate thoughts. Even as I type this, it’s tough to wrap
my head around. But it’s still true. Everything your heart and my heart
hope for—the divine search for eternity in us, the eternity that’s written
on our hearts—{finds its perfect expression and culmination in that room.
With that God. The reason the angels are singing, “Holy, Holy, Holy” con-
tinuously before the throne (Rev. 4:8) is because God is revealing His glory
to them, anew, every few seconds. And each revelation is better than the
last. It’s like staring at a diamond with infinite facets and angles. And that

reflection is blowing their minds.
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Before we get in to the stories of Jesus’ life and words and what those
might mean to us, we need to first put Him in His proper context in our
minds. To think rightly about Him.

Who is this Jesus?

Jesus said of Himself, “I am the way, the truth, and the life. No one
comes to the Father except through Me” (John 14:6). And if Jesus is the way,
then He’s taking us somewhere. But where? I believe the answer is to His
Father. This idea of God as “Father” as revealed by Jesus had been sparingly
revealed in the Old Testament. It wasn’t overly common. God refers to His
people as “His children” or “His son,” so the inference is made, but Old
Testament writers—other than David, Isaiah, and Jeremiah—don't really
refer to God as an intimate Father. The Old Testament understanding was
more corporate. As in, God the Father of the nation of Israel. Of His people.
He was the “God up there.” Not the “God right here.” Jesus turns this on its
head. His revelation is individual. God is your Father. Mine.

To the apostles, this was mind-blowing.

Jesus arrived here through a gooey, humbling mess in a cave in
Bethlehem. But why? What is your personal experience with Jesus? Not
the one your church or your friends believe. Not the one passed to you by
your parents or culture. I mean yours. The one in your gut. The one you
run to when life gets tough. When things hurt.

Yes, He is my friend and the lover of my soul, but in calling Him that,
have I reduced Him? Hear me: I need Jesus to be the intimate lover of my
soul; I desperately need Him to whisper to me—Charles—and to single
me out. But I wonder if in this need I haven’t somehow forgotten that He
spoke and everything I see came into existence. Including me and my abil-
ity to see it. He is eternal. He is infinite. He fashioned me from the dust.
Every curve. Every wrinkle. Every hair follicle.

The books of Hebrews, Colossians, and Revelation establish Jesus as
deity, anointed, Messiah, King, and Sovereign Rulerin an eternal kingdom,
seated at the right hand of God, supreme, heir of everything, Creator, the
radiance of God, the exact representation of God, the One who upholds

all things by the Word of His power, and that He alone made purification
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for our sins. If we had this understanding, if we truly understood who
He was and is, where He was, and what His role was before He arrived
here—at least as much as our hearts and minds are capable—how would
it change how we see Him and what we do with it and about it? Paul said
it this way: “Now this, ‘He ascended’—what does it mean but that He also
first descended in to the lower parts of the earth? He who descended is
also the One who ascended far above all the heavens, that He might fill all
things” (Eph. 4:9-10). He alone is the first born among the dead. He alone
ascended on high.

The reason the Twelve followed Jesus to the cross and died as martyrs
(save John) is because they knew Him in this way. As the resurrected King
of the universe. They touched the holes. Saw the light in His eyes. When
they were being boiled alive, beheaded, flayed, crucified upside down, I
imagine the image in their minds that spurred their faith, that got them
through, was a gut-level knowing of this Jesus.

When John, the disciple whom Jesus loved and the one who reclined
against Jesus’ bosom at the Last Supper, encountered the resurrected King
Jesus in His eternal reality on the island of Patmos, he fell on his face as
though dead. And then Jesus, in beautiful Jesus fashion, touched him on
the shoulder and said, “Do not be afraid” (Rev. 1:17).

Jesus is all of the above. The problem I've bumped into as I've walked
with people who are wrestling with Jesus is that either consciously or
unconsciously they have reduced Him to a mysterious, walk-about prophet
with cool sandals and a posse. A sayer of good sayings. A soft-spoken teller
of fables. A passive wimp. Just a guy whose red-printed words appear in an
imposing black book.

This limitation is really dangerous. For us.

So let me come back around—what is your personal experience with
Jesus? To you, who is He? No, I mean really. Spend some time here. Ask
yourself, when things are bad, who holds the power? Your enemy? Or
Jesus? Your enemy wants you to think he does. But your enemy was cre-
ated by Your King. Uncreated vs. created. Our enemy is a footstool. And

our King is on the throne. Ruling in the midst of them.



THE WORD BECOMES FLESH—AND DWELLS AMONG US

If we had this understanding, if this “knowing” was in our gut, if this
was the picture we held of Jesus, if this was the truth with which we coun-
tered the lies that whisper in our ears, then the circumstances we face—no
matter how horrible—would be about as powerful as gnats in a hurricane.
I'm not saying our circumstances don't hurt. They can and do. A lot. Your
and my pain is real. But our pain doesn’t dictate our reality or the truth of
who Jesus is.

I'm trying here to give you a picture that grows your faith and your
hope. He is God of battle-axe and spear. God of angel armies. He holds the
keys of death and hades. And when you were created, by Him, He meticu-
lously fashioned you out of the dust, sculpted your body as it is, then knelt
down, took a giant breath, placed His lips to yours, and breathed out for all
He was worth. That life-giving breath made you a living, breathing soul.
Your first breath started in His lungs.

That’s my King.

At this point in history many of us believe the enemy (the devil) is
winning and Jesus is either powerless to counter him or He doesn’t care
enough to do anything about it. Like He’s just sitting there giving us what
we deserve. Many of us point to our circumstances or to our pain or to a
deep sense of powerlessness and shake our fists at the sky: “We are getting
our lunch handed to us! Things are terrible! Just look around. If You are
who Your book says You are, then do something about it!”

Our enemy would have us believe that our circumstances determine
what is true. Our King is telling us they do not. Never have. And, He has
done something about it.

Tonight, about midnight, walk outside and take a look around.
Chances are good you will find the world rather dark. Sitting in that dark
place you face a choice: you can determine in your infinite wisdom that
this current darkness is the reality of your world and you just need to suck
it up and get used to it because life’s not going to get any better and only
the strong survive and God either doesn’t care or can't fix it anyway so
you're on your own which you've known all along—or you can wait about

six hours and watch the sun pierce the skyline.



WHAT IF IT’S TRUE?

I want to lift my eyes off my circumstances and onto Jesus, the author
and finisher of our faith. To crush the speculations and strongholds in our
minds where we’ve allowed the deceiver to convince us that Jesus is any-
thing less than He is. To point out the lies that exalt themselves against the
knowledge of God.

Lord Jesus, I'm asking You, by the power of Your Holy Spirit, to give
me an experience with You that is new to me. Truer than I've known.
Deeper than I've understood. Let me see You as You want to be seen by
me. Show me who You are. And in the name of Jesus, I bind, cast down,
and silence any whisper or voice to the contrary that would seek to speak
lies or doubt into the reality of who You really are. I command that satan
be muzzled; you may not speak lies to me about my King.

Jesus, for so long I've lived with a less-than picture of You. With a
false understanding. I've let the enemy chip away at who You are and rob
me of knowing You fully. I'm really sorry for doing that. I don’t want to
do that anymore. Please forgive me. Forgive my passive indifference. My
quiet resignation. Forgive me for not bringing every thought to You and
asking You if it is true.

Here and now I give my heart and mind to You, and I give You per-
mission to paint a new picture. In 4K and technicolor. Let me see You as
You are. Please reveal Yourselfto me. Let me see You from King to child to
Messiah to Savior to crucified to resurrected to defeater of death and the
grave, to seated on high interceding for me.

And lastly Lord, I want to hear Your voice. Please. I know You are
speaking. Please let me hear You. You have given me the Spirit of son-
ship through which I cry “Abba,” and I desire nothing more than to hear
You, My Father, speaking to and with me. Please let me join my voice
with Samuel who said, “Speak, for Your servant is listening.” Lord, I'm
listening.

In Jesus’ Name, amen.






Praise for What If It’s True?

“What if it’s true for you? Answering the most important question of life is often
a journey people are afraid to take because they don't think they have the right
tools or the right guide. This book is both. It is a tool the Holy Spirit will use to
bring freedom to the soul, and it is a guide to hold your hand as He leads you
into the places you need to go. Inside these pages, you will find the compassion
of Jesus, the Father heart of God, and the endearing call of the Holy Spirit. Each
chapter is a journey in and of itself, each prayer a healing balm to the wounded
or wandering heart. If, indeed, God’s Word is true, then it is true for you—and
Charles Martin has painted a picture of the hope this world desperately needs.”

—RYAN BRITT, EXECUTIVE MINISTRIES PASTOR, THE CHURCH OF ELEVEN22

“I'm so glad my friend Charles Martin has written this book! It’s a book like none
other I've read. He shares some of the deepest truths of the gospel, rooted solidly
in Scripture, through an honest and hopeful glimpse into his personal life and
faith. You can hear his voice, heart, conviction, passion, and creativity on every
page. Sometimes you read a book, and sometimes a book reads you. Sometimes
you work your way through a book, and sometimes a book works on you. In
the best possible way, this book definitely does the latter. Charles’s authenticity,
boldness, and humility in these pages causes me to want to grow in my faith in
and affections for Jesus.”

—ADAM FLYNT, PASTOR OF MULTIPLICATION, THE CHURCH OF ELEVEN22

“If you ever wanted an honest glimpse into the heart and mind of this gifted
author, then look no further. Or, far better yet, if you have ever longed for a
greater understanding of your own heart, and of God’s heart for you, then this
book is a must-read. Every chapter places an incandescent spotlight on the only
One who can provide the answers and freedom each of us were created to crave.”

— JoNATHAN CHRISTIAN, D1sCIPLESHIP PASTOR, THE CHURCH OF ELEVEN22





